kwoodwird) 
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GEORGE    THE  FOURTH 
Sung  by  MF  Williams. 
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light  ye  my  boys  George  the  fourth  afid  <jtd  England  for  e  -  ver        George  the 
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fourth  and  old  England  for  e-ver  Geoi 
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lw  bovs  George  the  fourth  and  old  England  forever. 


liniw  for  a  tonstTc^elightye  iny  boys  George  the  fourth  and  old  England  forever. 


^  In  convivial  Societies  the  whole  Company  Huzza  at  these  Marks  # 
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Let  the  demon  of*  discord  unceasingly  toil, 

With   hatred  and  malice  conspire; 
The  King  on  their  efforts  looks  down  with  a  smile, 

The  world  must  his  firmness  admire: 
Like  Anacreon   of  old  he  the  myrtles  soft  pow'r, 

With  the  vines    purple  branches  still  blends; 
No  dull   stupid  maxims  that  bosom  can  sour, 

That  delights  in  its  country  and  friends. 

Then  push  round  &c. 

3 

Let   Europe  rejoice  in   this  thrice  happy  hour, 

When  our  Warriors  return *d  from  their  toil; 
At  which    envy  and   tyranny  only  can  lour, 

Whilst   Commerce   and   Liberty  smile; 
Now  let  each  British  bosom  with  rapturous  glow, 

And  effusions   of  joy  rend  the  skies; 
For  the  peace   we  now  hail   is  a    blessing  we  owe, 

To  the  King  and    his  noble  allies. 

Then  push  round  &'c 
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BUNHILL    ROW  COURTSHIP, 
Sung*  by  MT  S Ionian, 
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She  had   money,  I  had  none, 
So  to  court  her  I  begun; 
Hut  a  cruel  Uutcher,  he, 
Cut  in  there  and  cut  out  me 


Speeches  fine  he  used  to  make, 
Swore  his  peace  it  was  at  stake; 
He  vow'd.he  lov'd  his  charming  chuck, 
Wrfh  all  his  heart  and  ail  his  pluck. 


Cilling  on  her  one  wet  night, 
Hy  a  shower  soak'd  through  quite; 
There  I    found  the  faithless  she, 
Frying  sausages  foi  he. 

& 

One  last  adieu  before  we  part, 
Yoi i  have  b ro k e  a  fa i t hf i il  .heart; 
Hut  the  words  I  scarce  had  said,  ■ 
When  w  ith  the  pan  she  broke  my  head. 
Moral 

Lovers  who  for  maids  are  sighing, 
Never  court  them  while  they're  frying; 
T^est  like  ine  you  feel  the  weight, 
Ol*  the  pan  upon  your  pate. 


^SEE    ROSA     THIS  FLOWER'V 


Words  by  J.  Bambridsfe 


See  Ro-sathis  flower    Is  become  is  become  in  an  hour  All  drooping^ paleAndwill 


quickly  will  quickly  de- cay    So   Rosa    believe  me  Wert  thou  wert  thou  to de- 
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^fThis  Song-  is  Property. 
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ceive  me    Like  this  flow'r  I  should  fall    and  should  wither  a -way  should 


— /'  *^     fall    and   should  wither  should  wi 


ither  a-way  should  fall  should  wither  should 
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But  see  those  twin  roses 

Whom  nature  disposes 
To  flourish  in  beauty  on  one  parent  stem 

So  Rosa  believe  me 

Should'st   thou  ne'er  deceive  me 
Our  soulswill  be  joind  and  be  nurtur'd  like  them  . 

A  PEEP   AT    THE  CORONATION.. 
Sung  by  Mr  Sloman 


^0=^±P=^  Ail!  J|ii/J 


At  home  in  our  village  when  we'd  done  our  daily  labour  the  barber  every 


^ 4.^.^^ t-,w^ c.;^:  „r  Tt.  _,r  x*  t»  •  «,   1  .__  - 


By  the  transposition  of  Ttenry  for  Bosa  in  the  atfbve  Song  it  will  be 
eqmllv  suitable  for  females  . 


night  would  read  the  news  to  each  good  neighbour  I  heard  it  all  and  did  notstayforj 


fathers  approbation  But  started  up  to  Imnnun  for  to  see  the  Coronation  la 


i 


t.uaVla  #c.  If.  rido.aJm- 


Well  there  I  got  and  just   at  first,  I  felt  myself  quite  fluster'd 
To  see,  all  round  Westminster,  such  lots  of  people  muster  a  ; 
But  howsoindever  in  the  crowd,  I  got  my  self  a  station  % 
And  there  I  waited   anxiously,  to  see  the  Coronation  . 

Somehow  a  soldiers  prancing  horse,  he  took  fright  at  a  dandy 
And  caper"1  d  in  among  the  crowd,  so  frolicksome    and  randy; 
And  I  was  carried  off  my  legs , shovM    on  ti  e  elevation  < 
Sol  a  seat  for  nothing  got, to  see  the  Coronation. 

4 

I  sni  myself  down  very  still,  no-body  came  to  rout  me. 

I  slily  cast  my  eyes  upon  ,  the  ladies  round   about  me; 

The  Sun  shone  down  so  hot  that  they,  were  all  in  perspiration  , 

It  melted  all  their   red  and    white,  at  famous  Coronation  . 

■J 

Just  at    that  moment  I  declare,  procession  warbegining, 
I  seed  Dukes  ,  bishops, trumpeters ,  and  lanky  lords  a  grilling; 
I  simply  axM  which  was  the  king^  a  man  wi*  irritation, 
Says  you're  a  very    pretty  fool ,  to  come  to  Coronation  . 

At  last  the  king  himself  did  come,  drest  up  so  fine  oh  I  dear  me, 
I  ne'er  in  all  my  life  before  had  hat   a  ?cing   so  near  me; 
So  graciously  "he   made   a  bow,  to  me  and  congregation, 
So  I  wur  taken  notice   of,  at  famous  Coronation  . 

7 

When  this   were  done,    I  though  thinks  I,lW    seed  all  that  I  can  see. 
So  out  I  got  and    then  I  found  ,  Id  paid  dear  for  my  fancy; 
Idlost  a  sovereign  and  my   purse  ,  and  on  examination, 
My  watch    which  ne'er  did  go  he  fore,  did  go  at    Coronation  . 


12  8 

Now  tho1  I've  lost  my  money  by,  some  thief  my  pockets  fumbling 
Van   maunt  suppose   that  ever  I,  do  gi'  my  mind  to  grumbling; 
1  lilt'd  the  sight  so  well  that  wi'out  the  leastest  hesitation , 
.I'd  lose  another  sovereign   to  see   another  Coronation. 


we're  a1  noddin: 

Sung  by  Miss  Stephens,  and  Miss  Gaskill  •  oldScofch  An, 


A.ud we're  aVioddmnid^iid, noddin  and  weVe  a'noddin  at  our  house  athame 
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V  the  neuk^herljaddie  sae  true  and  fheCarl  talceye  a'Coryou'rea'T^odd  "in 
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too  and  weVe  a1  noddinnidnidnoddin  andweVe  a'noddin  at  ourliouse  at  hame  . 
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And  were  a*  noddin,  nid  nid  noddin, 

Arid  we're  a  noddin  at  our  house  at   hamo  , 

And  how  d'ye  Kiraraer  and  how  d'ye  thrive  , 

And  how  many  bairns   ha'  ye  Kimmer  I  have  five  ; 

Aiiii  are   they  a*1  &t  hame  ?  Oh  na,na,  na,  .  i 

Twa  o'  thein  are  gone  wi1  Willie  far  awa  , 

And  we're  a'  noddin  nid  nid  noddin, 

And  we  re  a  noddin  at  our  house  at  hame  . 


THREK  CHEEKS  TO  THE  MAN  WHO  E1EST  PLANTED  THE  VINE  . 


While  others  delight  of  -those  heroes  toboast  Whose  blood  dripping  laurelswert 


purchas"d  by  strelBe  it  otxrs  my  gay 
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*ay  comrades  that  hero  to  to -ist  Vho  gfavo  us  the 
ill  /?N 


his  moment  we  feel  To  him  let  our  voices  in  unison  rise  To  him  let  o 
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When  Bacchus  firstdrankof  the  care  killing  bowl  , 

Fair  Venus  with  smiles  bade  him  carefully  sip, 
When  delirium  unspeakable  thrilling  his  soul 

He  pressa  her  soft  bosom,  and  fed  on  her  lip', 
Mars  fresh  courage  gaind  as  the  nectar  he  tryd, 

Apollo  half  drunk  sang  his  L»yrics  divine, 
While  the  Graces,  and  Muses  in  extacy  cryn, 

All  hail  '.  to  the  God,  who  has  found  out  the  Vine. 
What  mortal  from   heav'n  the  grape- stone  conveyM, 

No  tongue  that  is    mortal   is  destind  to  tell, 
Enough  for  us   drinkers  the  essay  was  made, 

And  happy  are  we  it  succeeded  so  well; 
For  withit,  its  primitive  Qualities  came, 

And  mortality  learned  with  new  lustre  to  shine,  « 
Youth  melted  in  love,  Warriors  panted  for  fame. 

And  Bards  hymnd  the  man  who  first  planted  the  Vine  . 


Round  this  jovial  board,while  thus  happy  we  sit, 

What  heart  but  expands  with  the  lo*e  of  mankind, 
How  readily  flows  the  effusion  of  wit, 

What  motives  to  energy  rush  on  the  mind; 
Then  why  should  we  ever  from  drinking'  refrain, 

Let  dotards  and  fools  at  our  revels  repine, 
But  deeper  still  deeper,our  Goblets  well  drain, 

Three  cheers  to  the  Man  who  first  planted  the  Vine. 


BRITANNIA  to  HIBERNIA. 
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For  know  while  you  snatch' from  a  sister  her  fain 
You  share  in  her  faults  and  partake  of  her  shame 
Tho'  true  there  are  thorns  on  the  stem  of  the  rose 
Why  injure  its  leaves  and  retain  only  those 
No,  rather  Hibernia,  my  roses  protect 
And  the  thorns  on  its  stem  you  mayblunt  or  reject 
Then  Erin  my  sister  oh  why  so  unkind 
Ahlwhy  from  thy  garland  my  roses  unbind. 

FAITH  i'll  awa'  to  the  bridal. 

g  As  sung- by  MT  Harley  and        Bennett,in  the*  Vampire  . 
Moderato.  i 
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whom  I  dontknow&dont  care  But  I  knowweshallallbeas  frisky  and  tipsy  as 
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I  once  left  the  bottle  for  Cupid, 

And  bade  an  adieu  to  my  glass ; 
I  simper ci  and  sigh'd  and  look'd  stupid, 

And  courted  a  cherry  cheekd  lass; 
She  turnd  out  a  jilt: -'twere  a  lie  should  I 

Say,  that  it  gave  me  no  pain; 
For  sorrowing*  made  me  so  dry,  that  I 

Took  to  my  bottle, again. 

So  faith  111  awa'to  the  bridal,  &c. 
,  3 

They  say  there s  five  reasons  for  drinking", 

But  more  I  am  sure  may  be  g*ot; 
For  I  never  could  find  out  by  thinking:, 

A  reason  why  people  should  not. 
A  sixth  111  not  scrtiple  at  giving*, 

I'll  name  it,  while  *tis  in  my  head;  « 
'Tis,  if  you  dont  drink  while  you're  living, 
You  never  will  after  you  re  dead. 

So  faith  111  awa'to  the  bridal,  &c 
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TO  THE  RACE  COURSE  AWAY 
Sung:  by    MT   Vale,  in  "Life  in  London?Music  fcyG  Perry 
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To  the  race-course  away  See  the  orowdafl  so 


vay  aeetneorowuaii  so 
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he  gains  of  the  blac  k-legs  al-read>  half  counted  All  im-pafient  to  seethe  bloods 


The  Air  of  *his  Song*  is  Property..  . 
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(  Spoken  in  different  voices  )  '  Why  they  wont  start  to  dayL_  Then  call  again  tomorrow. 
"A  list  of  the  famous  running  horses1!-  Who's  to  take  sich  a  copper  as  that  are  L..  1 11 
lay  the  long-  odds  upon  short  cot7—  I  Ve  lost  my  Witch  ?1_  I  suppose  old  one  it  was 
warranted  to  gol_/He  bought  it  on  tick  then'—  111  layupon  catchpole'.-.  Donel_ 
(Vy  then  you  are  done,  my  jolly  master,  for  heres  a  writ' — ( Smoke  the  Bailiff!—  , 
'Knock  him  in  the  ditch  and  hedge  off  *L  /'Hot! hot!  hotlall  hot !'_  They've  started 


*T       llfen  of f  they  go,  whoop!whip  &  spur,  AKid  wn^therweight  or  feather,  li 
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done  and  double  done  Till  all  get  done  to-gether  together  Til  all  get  done  to 
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To  the  Cockpit  away, 

There's  a  famous  days  play, 
Quizzes,  ouidnuncs,and  knowing-  ones  there, 

Bloods,  blacklegs,and  breeders, 

Stags,  sharks,  flats  and  feeders, 
All  cronding  like  folks  at  a  fair, 
The  bags  are  produced,  the  birds  pitted  together, 
Pluck'djCropp^and.steelmounted^ithout  a  white  leather; 
True  british  game  breed, each  his  face  seems  to  measure 
Then  fight  till  they  die  to  afford  Britons  pleasure 


you  down  if  yo 
'\ow  for  the  next  match"  


And  off  they  go,  hey  .'wing  and  spur, 

Disdaining  the  white  feather, 
With  done,  and  done, and  double  done, 
Till  ill  get  done  together! 


To  the  Ring-   boys    away  25 
There's  a  milling  to  day, 
Jimmy  Thtimp  vows  the  Payionr  to  do,* 
Jims  fists  like  his  hammer, 
The  Paviours  his  rammer, 
And  their  bottom  will  carry  'em  thro' 
They've  enter  a  the  ropes,  expectation  grows  higher, 
Jim  strips  a  Colcrssus,  and  Pat  a  Goliah,' 
And  now  they've  set  to,  what  a  glorious  recreation, 
How  worthy  the  humanity,  and  courage  of  the  nation  I 

(Spoken)  'Now  Jim!'— 'Now  Pat!'      Lather  away,  my  Jewel,  tip  him  alangolee  for 

the  honor  of  old  Ireland  :L_'Oh!  pat's  a  broth  of  a  boyl_  But  hell  get  his  g  ruel  for  all 
that 'Yell,  I  never  seed  sitch  a  fellow  for  punishing?— 'Yes,  and- 1 11  punish  you  if 
your  dray  doesn't  make  way  for  my  tandem'—^Like  life  you  will!l_"Ya  hip'l2rHa! 1  a 
hah!  vy,  youll  drive  on  I  spose,  and  take  off  the  veel  of  the  dray,  with  your  spid^r 

vork  spinners  .'Look  at  the  Dandy  in  the  bandboxl_. 'Jim's  down'  'Pat  tipped  h'r 

the  Irish  flingL_  'Six  to  four  on  PatL_'Ill  take  you  my  Lord,  if  so  be  as  how  you 
vont  mind  a  crowns -worth  of  coppers!—  'A  foul  blowl—  I  say  'twant!—' You who 
are  you?__'Vy,  Natty  Dick  the  noted  Nacker,  and  if  my  tandem  prads  ant,  as 
prime  as  your  Lordship's, 'they  re  paid  forl_  vot  d'ye  think  of  that  1_ 'What  blood 
Jim  shows'—.  Ah!  but  look  at  Pats  bone'_  Here*  comes  the  beakLlTheres  a  go'.' 
And  off  they  go,  whoop,  whip  and  spur, 

Some  money  lose,   some  leather;  • 
Its  done,  and  done,  and  double  done, 
Till  all  are  done  together 


26 


N?  10. 


CEASE  YOUR  FUNNING 
As  sung   by   Madame  Catalaui  . 


_       ,  £ —     Cease  vour  fuiinine:  Force  or  cunoine:    Never  sha 
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*^     pan  ^Jl  these  sallies  /Yre  but  malice  To  seduce  my  constant  manCeaseyou 
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these  sallies  Are  but  malice  To  seduce  my  constant  man Ceaseyour  tunning' 
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nd  and  fourth  strains  may  be  omitted 


PS  ducemy  constantmanTismostcertiiii 


By  their  flirting  Women  oft  have  en.vy  shewn 
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Pleascl  to  ruin  Others  wooing" Never  ha 


happy  their  own 
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THE    RED,    RED    ROSE  ... 
11.  "Sungf  .by  MT  Sinclair  and  MT  Benson  in  Rob  Roy. 


Aiuiante.    Cres.  Dim._i 


Andante.  Cres. 


T  T 


Oh  my  love  is   like  the  red-red  rose,  That's  newly  sprung  in  JnneO^ay 
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Love  is  like  the  me__lp.  ay,  Thats  sweetly  playd  in  tane,  As 

— - — -,n  s—i  T-r-^—^-*- 


29 

m 


U .-  i  U 


m 


fair    art   thon  my  bonnie   lass ,   So     deep    in   love  am  I  And 

=j=  -  —       —  " 
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I   will  love  thee  still  my  dear,  Tho'   a'  the  seas  gang"  dry, O  my 

g^rT    -fg    r     ijf- i  r  r  r_j"  r  i 


Till  a'  the  seas  gang  dry  my  dear  ; 

And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  sun ; 
And  I  will  love  thee  still  my  dear 

While  the  sands  o' life  shall  ran: 
But  fare  thee  weel  my  only  love , 

And  fare  thee  weel  awhile, 
And  I  will  come  again  my  love , 

Tho'  twere  ten  thousand  mile. 


GIVE  ME  THE  SWEET  DELIGHTS  OF  LOVE.  £j| 
IN?  12.  A  Catch  for  3   Voices.   ,  ,  H^Wt^ 
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Give   me    the  sweet  de_ 

-H — w 

.  lights  of 
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love          Let     not  a 

nxious  cai 
P — »  0  -0- 

-4  4-  ■  rx  < ' 
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•e    des__troy  them 

(5--? s  •* 

Pure  are   the  blessings 

love  bes 

^  •'  J  Uttf- 

-  _  towing-        Peace  and  h 
S         1      1  = 

armo.  ny     e  _ 

1  , 

-  _  ver  fIow__ing 

i  1 

A      smo-ky  house 


A         fail  _  ing  trade 


0  0 
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Oh,  how  divine  Oh,  how  divine         still  to  enjoy  them      Oh,  h<fw  divine  still  still  to  enjoy  the 


i 


Peace  and  harmony    Peace  and  harmony 


Peace  and  harmony      e_  ver     e__ver  flowing 


Six  squalling  brats  &  a   scolding  jade 


Six  squallingbrats&a  scold- ing  jade 


£2 


N?  13. 


THE    BEAUTIFUL  BOY. 
Sung"  hy    MT    S lorn ;ui  . 


Air  BaJly  poreene. 


ni-^  Ores. 


"}f 
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It  was  now  in  winter  about 


V— N  


six  in  the  mom  Wlisn  I  lit. .tie  in-nocent  creature  was  born  There  was 


f=r---r=t- 
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doctor,  and  nurse,  and  a  great  many  more, But  none  of  them  saw  such  a  baby  h* 


FT   V  f  H-tJ  f    I  \  I 


fore,They  all  swore  I  was  like  my  papa;  Yes^and  seethere's  the  nose  of  mam-  mn;M'ith  a 


r  '  r  Tf-' 


f     T  f 


ft  w  alter<it"ioiis,Oh,la, We'll  make  him  a  beautiful  boy 


To  make  him  a  beauty,  cried  out  Ml"5?  Sneer, 
Well  he  troubled   without    the  child  has   a    sweet  leer; 
Then  to  g^t\e  me    this  leer  MV:S  Glazier  arose, 
And  a  piece  of  red  putty  stuck  bang  on  my  nose; 
This  made  me  to  wink    and  to   blink  so. 
The  ladies   know'd  not    what    to    think, oh, 
At  last  it  turn'd  into  a  squint  so, 
All  to  make  me   a   beautiful  boy*. 

3 

To  make  me   accomplished  I  wanted  one  thing-, 

My  mouth  was  to  small  for  the  dear  child  to  sing; 

Then  to  lug  it, and  tug  it,  they  all 'of  them  trie  I  . 

Till  they  strech'd  my  sweet  mouth  near  half  a  yard  w  ide 

Crying  pull  away  now  MA* 8  Ryder, 

It  must  he  a  little  bit  wider; 

xVTy  dear  mouth  they  split  pretty  nigh  Sir, 
All  to  make  me  a  beautiful  hoy  . 

4 

Now  being  complete  1  was  next  sent  to  school, 

And  to  shewoff  my  make  was  stuck  on  a  high  stool  ; 

When  the  c  hildren   went  home  they  cried  out    with  surprize, 
"We've  a  new  boy  at  school  with  such  beautiful  eyes;' 
He  can   look  any  way   so  handy. 
Such  a  mouth  he  has  g"ojt  to  stick  candy, 
Vo  l  his  }egs  are  so  preciously  bandy, 

And  they  call  him  a  beautiful  boy. 


T'other  day  I  was  askd  in  the  City  to  dine  , 
The  Ladies  in   raptures  all   thought  me  divine; 
And  all  when  observing  my  elegant  grace, 
Neglected  their  dinners  to  gaze  on  my  face; 
They  cried  I  shall  faint  with  surprize, 
No  gas  lights  can  equal  his  eyes, 
And   such  a  sweet  mouth  for  mince  pies, 
Oh  dear  what  a  beautiful    hoy  . 

6 

Now  ladies  beware  of  love's  powerful  darts, 
For  fearful  I  am  1   shall  steal  all  your  hearts; 
And  then  my  dear  sweet  little  creatures   you'll  sigh  , 
And  doat  on  my  charms   so  you'll  languish  and  die; 
For  you  know  1  can't  marry  you  all, 
Yet  believe  me  wheneveryou  call, 
My  endeavours  will  be  to  please  all, 
Altho  such  a  beautiful  boy  . 


LOVE     PLEASING  STRANGER. 
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Mil  rj^n^^nu^^h^ 

*J      w  Love     pleasing-  stranger     with     a       smile  Intrudes  Intrudes  in 


^  Love     pleasing  stranger  w 


mmm 


|      *T           bSfid  tJ        plays  round  the     hear!     *ith   inanf   a  wile? 
to       the       breast    •    V  J       m          '             .              ^    V  _ 
ti.***  r      1      i  •    In    V   - jf- — ±  t  m — - *  1 


And  lulls  its  cares  — ^and  lulls  its   cares  its  cares  to        rest       its  caresits  cares  to 


*J        rest.  ...  its  cares  its  carfcs  fa      rest./.  Ui  .J-*— " 
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smile  away  is  steal  IngLove  Thy  lip  no  more  reveal  iugLoveThe  sweeis  of  soul  That  Cm>id 


r 


'stole  To  fill  h 

■y. 


Clip  of  feeling*  Love  . 

L 


r 


That  lip  will  shod  its  sweetness  Love, 
Thy  form  will  lose  its  fleetness  Love; 

ArrayM  no  more, 

As  when  it  wore, 
The  snowy  veil  of  neatness  Love,' 
Oh  Time  is   stealing  by  ns  Love, 
And  Age  is  drawing  nigh  us  Love; 

So  let  me  sip, 

Thy  dewy  lip7 
Before  the  young  hours  fly  uS  Love. 


The  Rose  of  Youth  is  blowing  Love , 
The  tide  of   Health  is  flowing  Love  V 

Then  let  me  be , 

Entwind   with  thee  , 
As  elms  and  vines  are  growing  Love; 
A  chain  of  flowers  has  twiudus  Love, 
And  blest  the  hours  shall  find  us  Love 

Then  heart  from  heart,  . 

No  more  shall  part , 
Till  Age  and  Death  unbind  us. Love. 
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op  rum  > 


THE    BOATIE  ROWS 
A  Glee  for    3  Voices. 
147  l£  Andante  x  Harmonized  by  E.  Woodward. 

Weel    may    the    Boatie   row  and   better  may    it    speed  Weel 


».e::.* 


*SI  ^  F**rt°  l^0^  n,atV    *"e     Boat  ie  row  and    better  may   it    speed  Weel 


tsso 


vf<»rte./  r  .  k  \  :  


Weel    may    the   Boatie    row  and    better  may  it    speed  Weel 


-0 — ; —  ■  7 — ■  9  5  t 

.nay      the  Boatie     row    that    gains     the   bairns  bread  The 


may        the       Boatie     row    that    gains     the      bairns  bread  The 

ft.  ^  _j  1 


^a^ 


may      the       Boatie     row    that  gains      the  bairns  bread  The 
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Boa-tie    rows  the   Boa- tie    rows  the     Boatie   rows    fu'  weel 


Boa -tie    rows   the    Boa- tie    rows  the     Boatie    rows    fu'  weel 


Boa  -tie    rows  the   Boa-tie    rows    the     Boatie    rows  fu  weel 


The     mer-lin  and     the  creel. 


Si 


m 


Meikle    luck   attend  the    Boat   The     mer-lin  and     the  creel 


Meikle    lu<ck  attend   the    Boat    The     mefc-lin   and      the  creel 


2L)  VKKSE 


I  f  usi  my  line  in  Larg*o b ay And  fishes  I  caught  nine 


1  cant        tine  In  Largo »  bay  ^nd  it  sites  I  caught  nine 


And 


I  c;  -i  in  .  mie  in  Largo  bay  And  fishes  I  caught  nine  Tv\ ere  three toboil 


S3* 


f  And  threeto  bait  the  line  The  Boatie  rows  the  Boa- t  ie  rows  tin 

N  ^  fe^fcitr^-^ 


The  Boatie  rows  the  Boa- tie  * 


rows  the 
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The  Boatie  ryws  the  Boa -tie  rows  the 
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deed  And  hap  -  -   -  py  be     thelot  of  *  Who  wi  shes  her  t 


Boatie  rows  indeed  And  hap  -  - 


m 


wm 


thelot  ot  a  Who  wishes  herto  speed 


Boatie  rows  indeed  And  happy  happy 


he    tli?  lot  of  a  Who  wishes lier  to  speed. 


Boatie  rows  indeed  And  hap  -  -  -py  be    the  lot  of  a' Who  wishesher  to  speed. 

3  ■  ; 

When.  Sawny,  Jock,  and  Jenny  tie,  are  up  and  gotten  lear ,  & 
They'll  help  to  gar  the  boatie  row,  and  lighten  all  our  care;  J 
The  boatie  rows  ,  the  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows  f if  weel, 
And  lightsome  be  her  heart ,  that  bears  the    merlin  and  the  creel  . 

■    .  '4  /  •        v     v  ■  , 

And  when  wi'  age   we're  worn   down  ,  and  hirpling  at  the  door , 
They'll  row  to  keep  us  dry  and  warm  ,  as  we  did  them  before; 
The  boatie  rows(,  the  boatie  rows  ,  the  boatie  rows  indeed  , 
Ancl|  happy- be  the  lot   of  a'  who  wish  the   boat  to  speed  . 
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The  Little  Dandy  O 

^x^t/v    -  Sung"  by  MY  Sloman. 

N?17.Moderato. 


Air.  Darby  O 


1 


0— 1 — # 


#  1  # 


J*     '    '      O  when  I  was  a  boy,  and  a  pretty  little  boy,With  my 

n_i  f  -§  , *  : — *  * — _ 


HBHEi 


"little  curly  head  of  hair  so  sandy  O,  All  the  damsels usci to cryJVVhata 

^     12   * 


-t  j  ]■  .r  jj ju^4 


funny  rogue  was   I,  And  they  christen'd  me  the  pretty  little  dandy  O. 

 {  -ast   ,   J  J       >  *      t  .  . 
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But  h  Jiqh  I  older  grew,  and  something  better  knew, 
Than  sucking-  lollipops  and  sugar- Candy  O  , 
.  Lord  !  I  pleasd  them  night  and  day, 

.  And  the  damsels  us'd  to  say  

Oh!  the  pretty  little  fellow  is  the  dandy  O. 


O  then,to  end  the  stri fe, Lord  Ilgot  a  little*  if« 
With  a  pretty  little  waist  so  handy  O, 
Ay,  and  then  I  got  a  lad, 
Just  the  picture  of  his  dad, 
And  they  christen'd  him  the  prettylittledandyi 


j  Now  spousy  day  and  night  ,  oh  !  she  calls  me  her  delight , 
Her  sugar  sweet  and  pretty  Tristram  Shandy  O  ,  , 
And  then  so  sweet  am  I  , 
When  I  go  to  lullaby  , 
That  she  swears  I  am  the  pretty  little  dandy  O. 
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Mary,  think  ok  me. 

Air.  J?ar nival  of  Venice. 


Olif  think  on    me  when    daylight  dies  Along  the  western  heaven,And 


p 


sil-ver  twilight    veils    the    skies     Of  summer   till  e  -  le-ven!  And 


4JT 


r.„  i  ' .  ,  i  .h 

when  the  last  faint  he 

■^r—t— L  p* 

am  is  flying  O'er    the  etherea 

*!  \  y 

L    sea,  And 

i  '  ■  » 

 ■  |                                      m  » 

■T  •— ^  

•>  — 1 — 

ad  lib: 
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a  tempo 


sigfcs   the  hreeze  is  signing  Ma- 


ry  think  on  nie!^ 


CDT-t; 


E 


And  when  the  new-born   moon  again 
Shall  burst  through  cradling  ether, 
Say,  wilt  thou  deem  it  bright  as  when 

We  prais'd  its  ray  together? 
And  when  her  beams  the  grove  is  kissing, 
Play  on  evry  tree, 

Should   aught  within  thy  breast  be  missing  

Mary,  thinK  on  me! 

3 

Oh!  think  on  me,  whene'er  thy  heart 
A  tender  thought  would  cherish, 
Whose  joy  thou  wast,  who.se  hope  thou  art 

Nor  bid  that  fond  hope  perish. 
For.  O  'twill  soothe  nry  hours  of  sadness,  .  4" 

When  I  am  far  from  thee 
To.  know,  though  lost  to  love  and  gladness, 
Mary  thinks  on  me! 

4 

But  all!  if  absence'  fatal  ray 

Love's  genial  flame  should  smother, 

And  thou  shouldst  wring  thine  heart  away, 
And  link  it  to  another; 

Alth  ough  my  dearest  heart-strings  sever, 
Still  I'll  pray  for  thee; 

And  when  thy  soul  is  pensive  ever_ 

,  Mary,  think  on  me  I 
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MARY,   I    BELIEVED    THEE  TRUE. 
Sung  by  M*  Sapio. 


Largo . 

1  r  ■ 
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Mary  I 


I  be 


f  1  '1  / 


-lievd  thee  true  and    I  was 

1 


^  conesp: 


blest  in  thus  be  -  lieving  ;Hut  now  I  mourn  that  e'er  I    knew     A    girl  so 


P 


Pi 


so 


p 

l  * 

air  an^ 

1  r 

i    so    de  -  ceiviiij 

f„   Few   have    e  -  -  Ver  lovM  like 

me 

i 

o! 

k  . 

1  have 

 1  
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lovd    thee  too    sincerely^  and  few  have  e'er  deceivdlike  thee,Alas!deceivdmetoose 


i 
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verely,  Fare  thee  well    Fare  thee  well 


Fare  thee  well  yet  think  awhile, 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee , 
Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  smile , 

And  die  with  thee, than  live  without  thee  . 
Fare  thee  ^ellrl'll  think  of  thee, 

Thou  leav'st  me  many  a  bitter  token  ; 
For  see,  distracting  Woman,  see, 

My  peace  is  gone,  my  heart  is  broken. 

Fare  thee  well  * 


MY    LODGING    IS    ON   THE     COLD  GROUND 


^  Lr  n*  m  *  P  r 

• 

^con  exp? 

* 

* 

IrrB 

ft. 

/* 

My  lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground   and    ve-ry  hard  is  my  fare; 

jl  ,1  «l 


But 
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f           that  which  gri 

evesine  inos 
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t  love  Is  the 

coldness  of  my  dt 

»ar, 

Yet  81 

tillhe  cried 

 B|  

t           turn  love  I 

pray  thee  love  turn  to  i 
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—  ^ — §LL_J^J 

hou  art  the  on-ly 

 ■ — -jh»- 
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girl, love, That  is  a-  -    -     -  .  dor'd     by  me. 

^  '  .    ,  •• 


\ 


2 

With  a  garland  of  straw  I  will  crown  thee, love > 

^  I'll  marry  ,  you  with  Na  rush  ring; 
Thy  frozen  heart  shall  melt  with  love,  . 
So  merrily  I  shall  sing  . 
Yet  still  &c. 

-  .  3  •  . 

But  if  you  will  harden  your  heart  ,love  ,  . 

And  be  deaf  to  my  pitiful  moan, 

Oh! I  must  endure  the  smart  love, 

And  tumble  in  straw  all  alone  . 

Yet  stilj  #c  . 


WHAT  ARE  YOU  AT?  WHAT  ARE  YOU  ARTER?" 
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1  n  -  r  r J  rr  r. 

Iff-      u  ^ 

I     came  to  tun 

1  k4^  -V— t  ^1 — ^ —  — 

ivn  the  tother  day,To  rest  from  all  my 

labours  ,And  hear  what  cockney 

'•  u.  r  ij ■ — 

in.'  M  n 
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had  to  say,  That  I  might  tell  my  neighbour  s;13ut  all  I  heard  uuon  my  word,  Was 


this  in  ev'ry  quarter ,  Some  bawling  out  what  are  you  at?  And  somewhat  are  you 

j-..if ;  f  riff  ,  .I  •  ^ 


i 


Quick 


er 


Slam 
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ar  -  ter"  With  your  tol  de  rol  #c. 


i 


Sjm 


jrurjru  rj^f„irf^ 


At  first  I  thought  that  they  meant  me, 

And  cried  what's  that  to  you  sir ; 
If  you  take,  me  a  rogue  to  be  , 

111  let  you  know  who's  who, sir" 
So  right  and  left  I  laid  them  flat , 

Says  I,  you've  caught  a  tarter, 
"Now  go  and  cry,  what  are  you  at? 

And  bawl  what  are  you  arter"? 

With  your  tol  de  rol  #c. 
3 

But  'cod,  for  constabless  they  sent, 

And  lugg'd  me  off  to  prison; 
I  ax'd  them  what  it  was  they  meant? 

They  said  to  stretch  my  wizen, 
They  took  me  where  the  justice  sat, 

Who  gave  my  purse  no  quarter; 
Which  made  me  cry  what  are  you  at? 

Good  judge,  what  are  you  arter'.' 

W;th  your  tol  de  rol  #c. 


Escaping  from  the  jailors,  paw, 

I  walk'd  into  the  Strand,  sir, 
Where  soon  a  charming  lass  I  saw , 

The  fairest  in  the  land,  sir, 
Says  I,  I'll  have  a  kiss,  thafs  flat, 

For  never  lass  look'd  smarter; 
When  she  squal'd  out/Vhat  are  you  at? 

You  wretch  what  are  you  arter"° 

With  your  tol  de  rol  fyc , 
5 

But  while  I  kiss VI  this  pretty  lass, 

That  I  the  freak  might  *e,  sir, 
She  did  my  fob  of  gold  watch  rob, 

And  pick'd  my   pocket  too, sir, 
So  I  went  home  to  hang  myself, 

From  bed  post  in  my  garter, 
When  hostess  cried,  what  are  you  at? 

Young   man  what  are  you  arter"? 

With  your  .toj  de  rol  #c . 
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This  made  me  turn  so  very  ill, 

I  sent  the  Doctor  to,  sir, 
He  gave  me  blister,  powder  r  pill, 

And  draught  and  bolus  too, sir, 
But  very  soon  I   found  myself , 

To  physic  falling  martyr , 
Which  made  me  cry"what  are  you  at  ? 

Doctor  what  are  you  arter^P 

7- 

So  long  his  bill,  to  lawyer  I, 
Sent  to  reduce  his  fees,  sir; 

But  soon  I  found  the  remedy, 
Was  worse  than  the  disease,  sir; 


For  where  the  lawyer  savH  a  pound 
He  made  me  twenty  barter, 

Till  f  cried  out* 'what  are  you  at? 
O  law  what  are  you  alter"? 

But  having  now  told  all  I  saw, 

And  lash'd  them  left  and  right, sir, 
I  think  1*11  thank  you  for  your  law, 

And  wish  you  all  good  night,  sir.; 
For  if  I  longer  make  my  strain,  . 

And  urge  the  songsters  charter, 
You  may  cry  out  what  are  you  at? 

Good  friend  what  are  you  arter"? 


THE  CUCKOO. 


^  ■  Sung  by  MT?Davison  and  Miss  Wen  sley.  *n  A*  ¥™L  ** 
W?22.  .  Com.-by  DY  Arne. 
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.       When  Daises  pied  and  Violets  blew  and  Lady's  smocks  all  sil-ver  white  and 


i 


Cuckoo  buds  of  yellow  hue,  do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight 


i 


The  Cuckoo  then  on  e-ve-ry  tree  mocks  married  men  mocks  married  men 

7y:T-^-r{-'-=^-    fn»'"        I**.  «     .  »• 
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mocks  married  men  for 

|g»  r  •    t  -ft 

thus  sings  the  < 

juckoo 

Cuckoo  Cuckoo  Cuckoo  Cuckoo 

fr'  r  1 
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O  word  of  fear      O  word  of  fear    un-pleasingf 0-    a  married  ear  impleasingfoa 


urn 


m 

H 

** 

m 

in? 

irried  ear  . 
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When  Shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  straws  , 

And  merry  Larks  are  Plowmens  clocks , 

And  Turtles  tread,  and  Rooks  and  Daws  , 
And  Maidens  bleach  their  summer,  smocks 
The  Cuckoo  then  &c  . 


D  o,  Re,  Mi,  Fa, 

Catch  for  4  Voices. 


1 

2 
3 
4 


N?  23. 
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Do 


Re 


m 


Mi 


Fa 


A    B  OAT,  A  BOAT 
Catch  for  3  Voices. 


I'm  quite  sick   of  this  Sol-fa-ing 


N?  24. 

Aboat,  a 

- 

boat  haste 

to  the  ferry, 

Eorwe'llgo 

o  -  ver 

to    be  merry, 

iH§i 

I  ve  for  -  got    all  youvebeen  saying 


To  laugh  ,and  quaf  f,and  drinkold  sheiiy, 


spring  tide's  day  to  seize  on  pleasure  on  pleasure  whilst  you  may  Re-mem  -  ber 


OI 


W- 


p 


P 


ime  of  lov   Which  affe  or  i 


Youth's  the  time  of  joy  r  ememberYouth's  thetime  of  jov^_Whicha^e  or  death  will 


sure  destroy  remember  Youth's  the  time  of  joy 


/7\ 


©2 

rm  ■ 

54 — 

P4 

yj'  rr  T  <■ 

C            Which  age  or  death  wil 

1  sure  destroy  whicl 

i  age  or  death,  will 

sure  r 

rm-*\  P| 

-V  1 

a/C\    Larghetto  Expressive*.  pv  mm 


me. 


Some  beauty's  snatched  each  day  each 


±44 

■  1 

r— 

^4^T 

£^ 

hour  For 

beauty 

J 

is  a 

f] 

Leetin^ 

_J  «  J  _L 

j    flower  a 

i  °i  ft 

fleeting 

H — ^ 

£  f  lowV  a 

— ^ 

S7\ 


Allegro .  BH^_  BBSS 

,i  j  j  ii Tfri  .rm JB 


fleeting  a 


i 


fleeting  flower.^  I  | 


?0  (•"]•"  1*"? 

JL 

JL  J 
—  »  . 

JL 

M 

2 

»  hi 

In  all  the  charms  of  Flora 1  s  vest , 
When  scented  Zephyrs  gently  move , 
And  all  the  yielding,  soul  is  love: 
Remember  beauty's  snatchM  each  hour 
For  beauty  is  a  fleeting  flower. 
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BARTHOLOMEW  FAIR 
N°  26  aS  sun&  Mathews    and  Mr  Sloman . 


'.p.  1  ftp- 

Allegro 

^            i  ^        —  ^  ^              i ' 

'  |*  |*  r  ||*  |*  f-^Mf-f  f-H 

f  i  rm  r  i  mrri  n 

f!nme.hir«flt>  iiipipJhl)oiirl>inff'Biirlilt»oT\-voirr  Simdavvie*   In  vmir 


3Bf 


Come,bustle,neighbourlMg,Buckleonyour  Sunday  vig,  In  your 


Sunday  clothes  so  gaily,L.etus  strut  up  the  Old  Bailey,  Oh  !  never  mmd  the  rain 


3 


i 
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'ill 

c        ne'er  may  go  agair 

i,  See  the  sh 

ows  hin 

— fc= 

^e  beg*u 

n,  0      rare  O 



Re- tv. 

— 

ember.  Muster 

" — f  ~~  ™ 

1  • — 0i — 

Snip  To  take   care   of  Mistress  Snip     That's  the    little    boy    from  Flanders 

J  j—  r— J  j 


i 


\ — w 


And  that  there's    Master    Saunders         Stand    a_  side,  and    we'll  have  a  stare  O 


66 

(Su  oken)  Valk  up  Ladies  and  Ge mm e n     here's  the   vonderful   hirds  and 

beastesses  from  Bengal,  in  the  Vest   Indies         Here  Ma'am 

oily  look  at  this   beautiful   hannimal   no   two  spots  on  his 
body  alike     it  is   out  of  the  powV  of  any  limmer  to  describe 
him  _  measures    fifteen  feet   from  the  snout  to  the   tail  and 
twelve  feet  from  the  tail  1  to  the  snout_grows  an  inch  and 

a  half  every  year,and  never  comes  to  his  proper  growth  

Turn  him  up  there  with  a  long-  pole 


C  j  Hei^li  down"  ho  down,derry  derry  down,  Oh  the    humours   of  Bartlemj 


^— hj-f- 

fair  oh 


f 


E—JL  1 

J — 1)1 

2 

When  the  fair  is  at  the  full, 
In  g-allops  a  mad  bull  , 
Puts  the  rabble  tc  the  rout, 
Lets  all  the  lions  out, 
Down  falls  Mrs  Snip, 
With  a  monkey  on  her  hip, 
Ve  shall  all  be  swallow'd  up, 

I  declare,  oh' 


All  is  flurry  _   hurry  skurrj 

Girls  squalling _  showmen  bawling-, 

Dog's  of  knowledg-e  -  come  from  colleg-e, 

Slack  wire  -  eating*  fire 

Funny  clowns  -  ups   and  downw 

"What  a  throng:  -  push  alengv 

To  enjoy  all  the  fun  of  the  fair  oh 


(Spoken)  Here,  here  show  Vm   up         now's   your    time,  Ladies  and 

Gemmen  _on!y  twopence  to  see  that  wonderful  conjuror, 
the  Emperor  of  all  the  conjurors  Here  here  valk  np,onI\ 


one  penny  —  the  only  booth  in  the  fair  for  the  greatest 
curiosity  in   all  the  known  world      the   vonderful  and 
surprizing*   Hottentot    vVenus  only  a   penny  yalk  up  with 

your 

Heigh  down  Ac 


Now  the  beast  with  angry  tooth  , 

With  anger  fierce  attacks  the  booth, 

Away  affrighted  run  , 

Birds  and  virgins  of  the  Sun, 

Down  tumbles  trot  l^gg^d  Rolla, 

Who   tips  'em  the  view  ho7la 

Poor  Cora's  in  the  mud,   Oh  rare  oh! 

Roaring  boys_„  gilded  toys, 

Lollipops       shilling  tops, 

Tumble  In._just  begin, 
Cops  and  b  alls  _  wo  o  d  en  walls, 
Gi;i  and  bitters  _  apple  fritters, 
Shins    of  beef  stop  thief 


Lost  shoes   Kangaroos 

O    PoIly_  where's  Molly 

Bow  wow  what  a  row 

Is  kickt  up  at  Bartlemy  fair  oh! 

okenj  He;     ralk  up, Ladies  and  G  emmen,  here's  the  vonderful   Kang-aroo  from 


Bottom-House  Bay— here's  the   vonderful  large  baboon  that  danced  a 
paddy-dow  and  played  at  leap-frog-  with  the  celebrated  Master  Barrington 

 here's   the  ronderful  cow  that  cannot  live  on  dry  land, and  dies  in  the 

vater_the  vonderful  sun-eagle  the  hotter  the  sun  the  hig*her  he  flies  — 
Billy  run  and  stuff  a  blanket  in  that  e'er  hole    or  the  little  boys  vill  peep 

for  nothing*  Here, here, here, valk,  valk,  valk,  suppose  you  think  this  here  man's 

alive_he  is  no  more  alive  than  you  are_now  is  your  time  to  see  that  vonderful 
voodeo  Roscius  M1"  Punch  fer  the  small  charge  of  one  penny 


Heig-h  down  &c 


SWEET    KATHLANE    M  AC  R  EE 


N°S7 

•  *  * 

Mm 

ffy  '  H  d=H=trl      IT]  1 
v      Allegretto  ^ 

pta 

for 

1 

■  J  •     1  '•  z  • 

H 

t 

ti 


Ows   away  And  ye  echoes,  g"o  bat 


Ye  winds  and  ye  waves,  bear  mj  sorrows   away  And  ye  echoes,  gro  babble  for 


J 


• 

p  

.     E   ■  ~ 

nought  r 

an 

I  say,  O 

bear  to  tl 

7  V 

le  ear  c 

£  

f  *> 

reet 

K. 

^  1 

ithlane  ]M 
i 

F  1 

acr< 

£  ,  That  my 

ui_k 

^  thnncrhts     arm    r»  n    h  *r    tVi  a 


^^^^^^^^^^ 


thoug-hts   are  on  her,  that  thinks  not  of  me  Och  why  will   you  wander. like 

^  J    J      ■■    _    i  „  f": 


1 


goose  leaving-   g-ander    Sweet  Kathlane    Macree   sweet   Kathlane  Macree  Fly 

m   —  1  •  • 


all  the  world  o_ver3youll    ne'er     find   a    lo_yer     So  constant  as    me,  So 


i 


m 


m 


constant  as  me  Sweet   Kathlane  Macree  Sweet  Kathlane  Macree 


r  •   r  •  i  f 


My  true  little  heart  is  your  own, my  dear  creature, 
Im  tender  by  habit,  and  constant  by  nature, 
A  lover  so   constant  and  true  youMl  ne^er  find, 
For  I  lore  the  whole  sex  that  are  pretty  and  kind 
Then  why  will  you  wander  <*c 


Now  unions  the  word  it  is  not  keeping-  order 
To  leave  your  poor  Dermot  in  grief  and  disorder 
United  to  thee   ev  ry  hardship   111  brave 
And  when  dead  I  will  own  myself  still  your  fond  slave 
Then  why  will  you  wander  &c 


WHAT  A  BEAUTY  I  DID    G  ROW 


^rffrfrffrr^-frfer^ 

^  Lively  J71  m 

?i  rri  -  .  i 

When  I  was  a 

1  'rY^ 

little  boy  some  fifteen  years  a_go  .1  was  the  pride  of  mv  mammy  She  made  me  quite  a 


J  i  T 


I'd  red  straight  hair  and  goggle  eyes, 

And  such  a  roguish  leer, 
A  large  flat  nose,  and  mouth 

That  reach'd  from  ear  to  ear 

Such  a  beauty  &c 

3 

My  mammy  doated  on  me 

And  when  my  mouth  she'd  fill 

For  fear  sheM  spoil  it  with  a  spoon, 
She  fed  me  with  a  quill, 

Such  a  beauty  Ac 


And  when  that  I  could  run  alone, 
Stock  still  I  neve>*  stood, 

The  d-icJcs  were  my  companions, 
As  I  waddled  through  the  mud, 

Such  a  beauty  &o 

3 

Then  I  learned  tc  be  musical, 
And  got  off  songs  so  pat, 

I  could  grunt  bass  like  any  pig, 
M  ew  treble  like  a  cat, 

S  H ch  a  be:iu  t\  &e 
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Then  I  went  to  a  dancing-  school, 
For  to  be  finished  there, 

And  they  said  I  danced  a  minuet 
As  graceful  as  a  bear. 

Such  a  beaut j  Ac 


8 


With  a  mountebank  a  candidate, 
I  beat  them  all  quite  hollow, 
And  I  won  this   pretty  g-old  laced  hat. 
By  grinning-  throug-h  a  collar. 

Such  a  beauty  Stc, 


My  n  a  me  is     A    B  

As    ev ry    body  knows 
And  they  stick  me  in  the  barley  fields 

To  frig-hten  off  the  crows 

Such  a  beauty  &c . 


SALLY  SOLOMONS 


Composed  &  sung-  by  Mr.  Crick  . 


* 


ev'ry  place  I  rore     A  Pedlar  by  my  trade    And  once  I  fell  in   love      Mid  a 


i 


This  Air  is  Property 


i 


P 


i 


P 


as 


 ^  -y  w  ,  ^  ^  W  f  r  ^  p  y       ,    ,y,  ^ 

smart  Some  goods  of  me  she  buy  She  paid  for  them  but  shtoul  my  heart  Vhich  made  me  sorely  sigh 

h  : — <*> 


P 


P 


f  Spoken)  I  vas  all  over  so  comical  as  a  man  vat  is  drunk, I  did'nt  know 
vat  I  vas  about- I  eat  up  all  my  lalli  pops ,  and  plaved  at  ducks 
and  drakes  mid  my  shlieve  buttons; lit  my  pipe  mid  a  stick  of  sealing^ vax, 
and  broke  my  vatch  by  vinding  it  up  backwards;  and  von  day  instead  of 
calling-  my  shoestrings , I  cried  Sally  Solomons  all  a  penny  a  pair*"  so  de 
people  all  laughed,  and  I  lookt  like  a  fool. 


And  '<vas    all  for   Sally  Solomons ,  pretty    Sally    Solomons  OIi,stenlove  to  me, 


Vould  yon  be  Mistress    Abrahahams,Vould  you  be  Mistress  Abrahams,  How 


lnim 


Her  eyes  were  bright  as  paste,  - 

Her  lips  like  vax  vere  red, 
Like  pencils  straight  her  vaist 
,  And  her  tongue  smooth  as  de«ad; 

I No  g'irls  in  Dukes  Place  could  ompj 
Mid  her  to  buy  and  sell;  sta 
Y     She  made  such  pargains  you  ould 
So  into  love  I  fell  ^ 

(Spoken)Pless  my  heart  it  vood  have  done  you  coot  to  see  her  puy  a  lot;she  talk'd  r 

peeplesh  over  so  sweetly  dat  she  got  de  ting-s  more  as  twenty  per  cent  shaper 


I.";".: :« ji  r;r:r r"  ■•  •■ ,f  ■  -  -  ~ 

And'twas  all  for  Sally  Solomon s 


N?30 


THE  ROSE 
A  Duet. 


etc 


Air'Rousseaus  Dream 


The  rose's  age   is  but 


daj;  1,8   bluo"'   th*  pledge    of  itTi 


e  _cay 


™o        N°3I        Violin         <>  BRING   ME  WINE 


W  Shield 


bring*  me  wine  bring1  me  wine  wine  wine  winebrigfht  scource  of  mirth^fi*f  For  ^m  *ke  f»vord 


mm 


55 


EriPi 


vrhojty  on s    sips^  the  jesl^    the  taunt 


the  song*      has  birth  the 


i 


jet*  the  taunt  th< 


the  so  -  -  ^^if^-HP-i'-i  -  ng-  has 


75 


e  taunt  the  song'  — has  birth 


nS  has  bSth 


m 


Wine  wine  wine    o'er  the    soul  sheds  influence  kind  and  gives  a  summer  to  the 


v      mind  and  gives  *a   summer  to  the  mind      a    summer     a  summer      g*iXe3  ja,-summer 


>. — o_ 

 j-r- 

m— 

/  */     wine  gives  a    sum  -mer  (o  the 

{"  '  r  nH-np 

mind 

ff*= 
•  *\ 

1 


wine i  i 


wine  rosy 


£=3 


-  I 


r  f  i  r  r  a 


when  wine  begins  to  flow  the  Goblin  Care  takes  flight  Care 


Just  as  a  fiend  and  night  depart  at   morn's  celestial  glow 


There's  magic   magic  lodgM  within  the  "crape.        It  makes  the  lover  view  his 


ilhbeaatie: 


1 

leW 


j  esp? 
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nymph  wilh  beauties      new  Gives  softness  to  her  eyes     her  .  air     her  shape  gives 


gppp 


i 


^•3^ time  Coda* 


1 


ves  k 


lustre,  {0  ner  leye;.    her  air    'hler    sha^e       tortile     mind     wine  gives 


ii]  J  j.' 


jDalsegno 


oCad 

*^  Nsuni 

_  me 

-  d  .  J~- 

r  to      the  i 

rand. 

d 

HP 

 ii  r*e  j  x_  _  j 

1  • 

 —  -      —     —  ^ 

Composition  miirht  conclude,  vet  me  Ear  approves  of  the  supplement. 

^  VidefShieldsIntr:Har: 
As  the  Comma,  Semicolon,  &  Full  stop  of  Elocution,  have  all  their  respective 
analogies  in  musical  punctuation,  by  the  phrase, section, and  period;  so  also  the 
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CHARLIE  IS  MY  DARLING 
N?  32.  Sung  by  Mrs  Salmon. 

M..soio  . -  f\  ^  % 


darling  my  darling  Oh!  Charlie  is  my  darling  The  young  Chevalier  Twas  on  a  monday 


y    ;  *T 

Colon  is  found  to  resemble  that  final  part  of  a  movement  which  is  termed  the  Coda*  and 
which  might  be  omitted  without  destroying  the  real  termination,  aUno1  it  wouVl  lose  much 
of  its  intended  effect?  Tide  Callcotfs  Must  Gram: 


jif'U  I  U\\  Vi  I 

-<         morning-  rilrht  early  in  the  yea 


i 


Hi 
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orning  right  early  infoe  year  Charlie  came  *°  our  Town  The  ^young  Cheya 


^  -  ffer  Oh !  Charlie  is  my  darling:  my  da 


i 


jp  ■  if  * 1  #  ■  »   31 — r  •  ^  —  ■ — p — 1  0 .  » —  1 — v~ — 

Her  Oh!  Charlie  is  my  darling  my  darling  my  darling  Oh!  Charlie  is  my  darling  The 


=  bft= 


f—f-f- 


i 


f5? 


2  3 
Oh  I  Charlie  is  &c.  Ob! Charlie  is  &c. 

As  he  came  marching  up  the  street,  WT  highland  honnets  on  their  heads 

The  pipes  played  lottd  and  clear,  And  claymores  long  and  clear 

And  a  the  folk  came  running  out,  They  came  to  fight  for  Scotlands  right 

To  meet  the  Chevalier.       OhICharlie  &c.     And  the  young  Chevalier.  Oh'.CIw'V 


Clavmore,   Broad  sword. 


Oh  Charlie  is  &c. 
They've  left  their  bonny  highland  hills, 

Their  wives  and  baimies  dear, 
lb  draw  the  Sword  for  Scotland's  Lord, 

The  young1  Chevalier.      Oh  Charlie  &c. 


Oh  Charlie  is  &c. 
Now  ha*d  awa  ye  Lowland  loon, 

And  court  nae  Lassies  here, 
The  highland  Man's  come  back  again, 

TVT>  the  young  Chevalier.      Oh  Charlie  &c. 


N?  S3 


DUNOIS  THE  BRAVE, 
Sung  by  Miss  Stephens 


Maestoso  con  spirito 


A  Pop?  French  Romance. 


Tr: 


Vio 


ff 

£  P 

tutti 
m 

L 

It  i 

was  Dunois  th 

e  young,andbrave,"Was 

-— • 

f 

r  v 

o" 

.  ;  

fellow,  a  ragamuffin. 


Dolce,  sweet. 
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His  oath  of  honor  on  the  shrine,  he  gravid  it  with  his  sword; 
And  followU  to  the  Holy  Land,  the  banner  of  his  Lord; 
TVhere  faithful  to  his  noble  vow,  his  valor  fuTd  the  air, 
Then  honorH  be  the  bravest  Knight,  beloved  the  fairest  fair. 

3 

They  gained  the  conquest  by  his  arm,  and  then  his  leige- Lord  said, 
rrThe  heart  that  has  for  honor  beat,  by  bliss  must  be  repaid; 
rrMy  Daughter  Isabel  and  thou  shall  be  a  wedded  pair, 
rrFor  thou  art  bravest  of  the  brave,  and  she  the  fairest  fairl' 

And  then  they  bound  the  holy  knot,  before  saint  Mary's  shrine, 
That  makes  a  paradise  on  earth, if  hearts  and  hands  combine; 
And  every  Lord  and  Lady  bright, that  were  in  Chapel  there, 
Cried"Honor\l  be  the  bravest  Knight, beloved  the  fairest  fair. 


THE  MAID  OF  LODI. 


f 


Sop? 


I  sing 

I  sing   the  maid  of  Loch  r     '  Whose  kindness  once  to  nie^* 

l   sing  tie  maid  Whoselrindness  once  to  me  tome 
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the  maid Whosekindness  once  to  me   to  me 


lip  4   *' — 

was  provd 

foif  j  •■TT  J 

when  storms  Oei 

•hung  me  trouhled 

=-F-HLj-s 

Sea  the  Sea 

'  *J     provd  when  storms  so 

M  j  ~*  p  SU 

cloudy  ^  Oer 

-  hung  the  trouhled 

iifpli 

Sea  ^With 

was  provd 

^ — p  I   E,M  ~~1  I 

when  storms  Oer  _hnng  -  -  the 

!  Sea  the  Sea 

Soprano,   Female  or  Trehle  Voices. 
(2)  The  Symphonies  and  Accompt  are  intended  only  for  the  Air, when  the  oV 
vocal  parts  are  omitted.  Adapted  hy  the  Editor. 


ier 
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*  within  a  Cottage  No  care  oppresi 


opprest 


4 


J*  J* )  L  J 


i  r 


in    a  Cottage  healthy 


within 


No  care  had  her  opprest 


Con 


a  Cottage 


No 


care 


opprest 


m 


p^p 


p 


Contentment 


And       I     her    welcome  guest 


tentment  proVd  her  wealthy      And       I      her  welcome  gnest 

CCS. 


ontentment 


p 


And  I 


m 


gnest 
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From  out  the  O  «  ceauthis  maiden  sav'd  my  crew  *he  saw  aiid  at  her 


From  out  the  wafry  Utean    this  maiden  t»avM  my  crew 


pi 


the  warry 


iwandat 


she  sawandather 


From  out  the  O-  i  can  this  maiden  sav'd  my  crew  she  saw  and  at  hei 


i 


mo  -tionto  aid  us  numbers  flewthentoher  Got 


she  bu>ught  with 


motion  to  aid  u*  numbers  flew  then  to  her  Cot  shebroughtme  and 


ino-tionto  aid  us  numbers  flew  then  to  her  Cot 


she  brought  whh 


91 


i 


sweet-    -  est  siniletiue  friendship  there 


0  #- 


she  taught  de  - 


with  the  sweetest  smile 

TO 


true  friend  bhi  p  there  she  taught ine  d  e 


sweet  -    -  est  smile  true  friendship  there 


she  taught  de 


-void  of  ev'ry guile  tme  friend s?  friends  V  there  she  taught  ine  devoid  of  ev'ry  guile 


-  void  of  ev'ry  guile 

J-  .  J 


true  friend  sF  devoid  of  ev'ry  guil< 


-void         ol  guile  tme  friends  V  friend  ship      true  friends?  devoid         of  guile. 
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N?  35. 


KELVIN  GROVE, 
as   sung-  by  Mr  Braham, 


Scotch  Air 


Flute  ^ 
Moderate . 


>aeraio.   • 1 


Let  us 


haste  to  Kelvin  Grove  bonnielassie  O, Through  its  mazes  let  us  rove,  bonnie  lassie 


f-  r  ^-im 


O ;  When  the  rose  in  all  its  pride  paints  the  hollow  dingle"  side  Where  the 


midnight  fairies  glide  bonme  lassie  O  . 


We  will  wander  by  the  mill^bonnie  lassie  O, 
To  the  cove  beside  the  rill  bonnie  lassie  O, 
Where  the  glens  resound  the  call 
Of  the  lofty  fall  , 

Through  the  mountains  rocky  hall 
bonnie  lassie  O  . 


Ah  .'I  soon  must  bid  adieu,boiinie  lassie  O, 
To  this  fairy  scene  and  youbonnielassie  O 
To  the  streamlet  winding  clear 
To  the  fragrant- scented  briar, 
E'en,  to  thee  of  all  most  dear 
bonnie  lassie  O  . 


But  we  soon  in  Kelvin  Grove,  bonnie  lassie  O, 
Shall  renew  our  tales  of  love, bonnie  lassie  O , 

And  the  rose  in  all  its  pride 

Shall  bedeck  the  dingles  side, 

Where  the  midnight  fairies  ^lide, 
bonnie  lassie  O  . 


GREEK   GROW  THE   RASHES  Ol. 

as  sung  Mr  Collyer.  _            .  , 

^jo  3fi  Scotch  Air. 

Vivace.  There's 
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nought  hut  care  on  ev'r 

7k:,   m  »  0-^ — 0— 

^hal 

n'ln 

ev'ry  hour  that  passes  0,What  signifies  thelifeO'maiyin 

N_  N  .„    N  - — ,  i  #  p 

l'  *  i  1  i  1  v  1 i  1 ' -  ; "    -  1  cj  1 1  1   i   *  -1 

i  f  r»r  g  r-t 

'tvsei 

'e  na for  the  Lasses  O.'  Green  grow  the  rashes,g 

reen  growthe  rashes  0 

►."Hie  sweetesthoursiha 

Hiti 
Hat 

g^rrr  r  rr 

Ju>  Hand.       Na,  Not. 

e'er  I  sjjjjrwiAre  guftjvt  nmong  the  Lasses  O  . 
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TheWardly  race  may  riches  chase 
And  riches*  still  may  fly  them  Oi 

Andtho'at  last  they  catch  thaw  fast 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them  O 
Green  grows  £frs 


For  ytwi  sae   douce  ,wha  sneer  at  this 
Ye're  nought  but  senseless  asses  O/ 

The  wisest  man  the  warld  e'er  saw 
He  dearly  lo'ed  the  Lasses  O  ! 
Green  g-rows  $c. 


4 


Auld  nature  swears, the  lovely  dears 
Her  noblest  work  she  classes  O  ! 
Her  'prentice  han'  she  try'd  on  man 
And  then  she  made  the  Lasses  0  ] 
Green  g-rows  #c . 


Douce  or  Douse  —  Sober,  Prudent  . 


96  TO    THE    ROW  DOWDOW 

Written  by  as  sunir  by  Mrs  Osbaldiston  in  Joan  of  Arc. 
Mr  Ball.  *    J  . 

.^37. 


heart  and  spirits  gay  In  Love  and  War  there's  no  delay  witharowdowdow  with  a 
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>ht  o'erlake  us 
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bl^  til  as  niay 

ft"  ~  ^ 
lerrily  mar 

chingi 

'owduw 
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terrily 
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merrily 
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r()wdowd()W  merrily marchingnierrily  marchin^merrilymarching-rowdcmdow 


merrily  marchingmerrily  march  ing-merrily  marching; row  dow  dow. 

m 


To  the  row  dow  dow  a    Soldier's  Bride, 
I'll   wander  by  my  Soldier *s  side, 
And  honour's   cause   shall  be  my  pride; 

With  a  row  &c. 
A  cheerful  &c. 

GOLDEN  BEE! 


Russian  Song;  by  Derzhuvin 


E  .  Woodward. 
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2 

Erring"  insect  J  he  supposes, 
That  her  lips  are  morning1  roses: 
Breathing  sweets  from  Delia's  tresses, 
He  would  prone  their  fair  recesses  . 

Purest  Sugar 
Is  her  breast  I 
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N°  3  9 


Golden  Bee!   for  ever  sighing*, 
Ever  round  my  Delia  flying-; 
Is  it  thou  so  softly  speaking-? 
Thine  the  gentle  accents  breaking, 
'"Drink  I  dare  not 
Lest  I  die/" 


THE    CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMIN 


£3 


The  Campbells  are  comin'  O-ho.'Oho!  The  Campbellsare 


* 


comin'  O-ho.'Ohoi  The  Campbells  are  comin'  to  bonnie  LochlevenThe 
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m  * 


-0  


Campbells  are  comin1  O  -  ho  J  Oho  I  The  great  Argyle  will  soon  appear,His 
  »-   .*  *■ 


banners  make  a  gaudjr  shew  His  trumpet  pipe    and  drum  I  hear  The 


i 


i 


~«7        r         K  r  * 

Campbells    are    comin'    O- ho  JO- ho  J,    The  D.C 
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C'EST   V  AMOUR. 

N?40.  •<£ 


'TIS  LOVE  .  *TIS  LOVE 


A  Popular 
French  Rondo 


T^S^'ii Sip 


All  W  Cest    lam  our    1  amour    lam  our  qui  fait  le 

egretto.  'Twas  Love  'twas  Love  that  made  the  world, and  hence  as 

m  0  m  m  _  m  m  m 


m ondc  a  la  ronde  )<  Et  chaque  jour,  a  son  tour,  le  nioncte faitla- 
peo  -    -  pie  say  —  The  grateful  world  in  turn  makes  love  makes  love  nowevry 


m 


-  mour.    /  Qui  rend  la     fennue  plus  do- ci  -  le,  et  qui  fait  doublet  ses  at- 
day.  What^prompts  the  Wife's  de-sire  to  please  and  heightenev  ry  soft  ca- 


* 


traits  ^2 m  rend  le  plai— sir      plus   fa_cile,  qui  fait  ex-cuser    ses  ex- 
c ess?What  lightly  draws  where  pleasure  strays,Ex    cusing  still  the  sw  eet  ex_ 


P    •'  hi 


V 


cers  Qui  rend  plus  ac-Tces  i  si_bles  les  ^rrands  dans  lcur  "Palais  Qui 
cess,  What  smooths  the  road  where  Power  And  Grandeur  keep  the  GatePAncJ 


sait  ren_dre  sen^sibles  jus  qries  aux  sous  pre~f^ct«>. 
who    in    lucky        hour       Pops    in  while,     outliers  wait. 


ire: 

•Xis  <lol 
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Qui   donne  de  1  /aine  aux  poetess 

i£t  delajoie  aux  moinlurons, 
Qui  donne  de  le'sprit  aux  betes, 

Kt  du  courage  aux  plus  poltrons, 
Qui  donne  des  Carosses 

Aux  tendrons  de  Paris, 
Et  qui  donne  des  bossus 

A  beaucoup  de  Maris, 

Ce'st  1'  Amour, 

3 

Que  fait  une  nouveile  Artiste, 

Que  veut  sassurer  des  anus, 
Que  fait  une  jeune  modiste, 

Pour  se  mettre  en  vogue  a  Paris 
Que  font  dans  les  Coulisses 

XiQS  Banquiers,  les  Docteurs, 
t    que  font  les  Ac  trices 
Avec  certains  ActeUrs 

Ce'st  I* Amour 


What  gives  the  wit, the  Poets  fire? 

What  makes  the  merestTrillers  joy  ? 
What  may  me  Brute  with  soul  inspire , 

Or  dastards  urge  to  brave  employ? 
What  calls  our  humble  graces 

To  quit  their  fortunes  low? 
Or  nameless  honours  places 

On  many  a  Wedded  brow.? 

'Tislove  'tis  love,  <&c 

3 

Of  many  a  friend  and  patron  warm 

What  makes  the  vent ro us  Artist  sure? 
What  tempts  fresh  youth  each  native  charm 

To  deck  with  Fashion's  every  lure? 
Who  sends  on  wild-goose  chaces 

Alike  the  grave  and  gay 
Among  the  pretty  faces? 

Ye  very  wist«  ones  s  >v  ! 

•Tis  love  'tis  lov 


Surles  Rochers  les  plus  sain  a^es  • 

D  ans  les  Palais  dans  les  Vallons , 
l>aiis  l'jSau,  dans rAir.daiis  les Borcac; 

Sou*le  chauhie.damles  Salons  , 
Que  font  toutes  les  belles  , 

Lies  amants,les  epoux, 
Que  font  1,3  Tourterelles 

fit  meine  le  Coucout? 

C'est  1*  Amour, 


4  101 
Among  the  farthest  .wildest  hills  , 
Within  the  Court,or  Cottage  pale, 
js,In  Water,  Air , by  Fields  and  Rills  , 
In  festal  Hall, or  rural  Vale, 
What  makes  fond  Husbands?  sayyoul 

Kind  Wives  and  Lovers  too? 
Your  Turtle  doves  ?  I  pray  you! 
And  what  your  Cuckoos  too  ? 

*Tis  love,  tis  lov  e,  <&£ 


Mod 


CHIT  CHAT. 
Sung  by  iWrSloinan 


E.W.SouthueJl, 


ICS 


J         lVettv  little 

1 


Pi vtty  little  Daiiisels,howthey^hat,Chit,chat,tittle  tattle  tat,  All  about  their 

-         •  t£ 


{ 


¥  1  fe 

riband  allthat,And 

1  P~ 

Chit 
— 

,  chat.tittl j  t  ittlj  tatU 

p  &  dotvnthcCity  hovvthe 

L 


little  Damsels  n  aUc^And  of  the  Beauj»,and  fashions,hoH+thelittieDajnsolstiLvVn(l 


Pretty  little  Damsels  go  to  cheapen  in  the  shops*      Chit,  chat  . 

Pretty  little  bonnets, and  pretty  Little  caps,  and  to  Chit,  chat, 

A  little  bit  of  rou^o,  and  a  nice,  little  fan, 

A  mcj  Utile  miniature  of  a  nice  little  man, 

Or  any  little  nice  tiling  of  which  they  can        Chit, chat. fc? 
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3 

Pretty  little  Damsels  go  to  feast  their  eyes,      Chit, chat  &c 

Hut  the  splendid  Panorama  cannot  suffice,       Chit,  chat 

Their  pretty  Parasols  to  keep  their  pretty  faces  cool* 

And  their  pretty  little  veils, under  which  they  play  the  fool, 

And  upon  their  pretty  arm.the  pretty  litde  reticule ,    all  for  Chit,chatdcc 

4 

Pretty  little  Damsels  how  prettily  they  run,     Chit, chat  &c 
For  a  little  bit  of  flattry,  and  a  little  bit  of  fun,       Chit,  chat  Sz^ 
The  pretty  little  nose,and  the  pretty  little  chin, 
The  pretty  little  mouth, with  a  pretty  little  grin, 
And  the  pretty  little  tongue,to  keep  admirers  in      Chit, chut  &c 

6 

Pretty  little  Damsels  when  theyre  wed» 

(slow)    Hum  dum, diddle  diddle  dum, 
Their  pretty  little  foibles  all  are  fled* 

(\slow)    Hum  dum, diddle  diddle  dum, 
Their  pretty  little  airs,so  bewitchingly  wild, 
Evaporate  so  prettily  and  leave  them  so  mild, 
Then  aU  their  tittle  tattle  is  about  the  little  child* 

(\low)    Hum  dum, diddle  diddle  dual.1 


•tis  a  southkrlv  wi\d  .  Ill 
A  Round.  ComposedbyaLauy. 


'Ti^  a    south_er_ly  wind  and  a    cloudy  sky  Pro  claim  it  a     hunt- hi  ; 


2 


v     *  *  *- 


Then  to  horse  my  brave  boys  and  a-Way         *  lis  a  beautiful  scent  lying 


I 


Hark! 


Hark!        forward     taULi  -  lio !  talli  — ho!  t.uli  - 


5 


m 


morning,  B  e  fore  the  sun  rises    a  —  way  we  flyDull  sleep  and  a  downy  b  ed  scorning , 


morningjlhe  face  of  all  nature  looks  gay*      Bright  rhcebusthe  hills  is  a_  doniiiigi 


3=3 


Hark!       Hark!      forward    talli-  ho!  talli_  ho!  talli  ho! 


ho! 


O   N  OT  H  IN  G  IN  LI FK 


Written  by  T.Moore  Esq 


S3 


Irian  Air. 


Mod° 


^^r||;Cffi.T|^ 


Oh!    nothing  in 


./  1  i  Fr>  run 

I 


— t" — 

life  can  sadden  us  .While  we  have  wine  and  jood  humor  in  store.'With 


"i?  r*  jt  i 

N4i 

^  m  .  A  1 

f  j-n 

loseyind  a  1  iUle  of  love  to  madden  us9Shcw  me  thefool  that  could  labour  for  more 


m 


§1 


r  r  *T  r  ^  r 

Come  then  bid    Gamemede    fill      evYy  bowl  for   ye   Fill  them  up    bumpers  and 


drink  as    I     call  Im     going"     to     toast   evry  nymph  of  my  soul  to  ye  Aye  on  my 


MO 


soul  I'm    in     love  wifh   you     all.       Dear  Creatures  we   can't  do   without  "em  They're 


m 
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at  is  sv* 
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 •  

eet and  se-c 
•  1  1 

lucing  i 
■ 

in;  L 

ooking ,  sighing*  a-1 

>  if  :  , 

oowt  and  about  'em.  We 

ir+-\  

— f  -.  ^  :,.--^=^ 

1        doat  on   'em  die  for  them   all    that    we    cao . 


Here's  to  Phillis  whose  innocent   bosom  , 

Is  always  agog  for  some  novel  desire  ; 
To  day  to  g-et  lovers,  to  =  morrow  to  lose  >em > 

Is  all  that  the  innocent  Phillis  require. 
Here's  to  the  gay  little  Jessy  who  simpers  , 

So  very  good  humour  ?d  whatever  is  done  ; 
Shell  kiss  you  and  that  without  whining  or  wimpers, 

And  do  what  you  please  with  you  all  out  of  fun  . 

Dear  Creatures  #c  . 


A  bumper  to  Fanny,  I  know  you  wiU  scorn  her, , 

Because  she7s  a  prude,  and  her  nose  is  so  curl7d  : 
But  if  ever  you  chatted  with  "Fan  in  a  corner, 

\*ou'd  say  she%  the  best  little  girl  in  the  world . 
Anodier  to  Lyddy  who  struggling  with  duty  , 

And  asking-  her  conscience  still  whether  she  should  • 
While  her  eye,  in  the  silent  confession  of  beauty  , 

Say ''Only  for  something  I  certainly  would. 

Dear  Creatures  #c  . 

4 

Fill  for  Chloe ,  hewitchingly  simple, 

Who  angles  the  heart  without  knowing  her  lure ; 
Still  wounding  around  with  a  blush  or  a  dimple, 

"Nor  seeming  to  feel  that  she  also  could  cure, 
Tier's  to  pious  Susan,  the  Saint  who  alone,  Sir? 

Could  ever  have  made  me  religious  outright* 
For  if  I'd  such  a  dear  little  Saint  of  my  own ,  Sir, 

I'd  pray  on  my  knees  to  her  half  the  long  night. 

Dear  Creatures  #c  . 


louden's  woods  and  breas? 

Written  by  Tannahill . 
N"44.  Air: Moira'sWelcometn Scotland  . 

With  feeling  and  expression.  '  I/>udeiisbonny 


^      woods and breas^I maun  lea  vet hem alass'ie^Vha can thole whanBritain's faesWa 


ass 


dgaeBritons 


1^1 


law,  lassie?Wha  wad  shun  the  field  o'   danger?  Whafrae  fame  wad  live  a  stranger? 


P 


f  :,r,  ■  f 


+  Thole 

Thowless  -  Spiritless 


Brae  .  a  declivity , -bank  of  a  River 


nr 


Now  when    Freedom    bids    avenge   her  Wha  wad  shun  her  cavlass?V?L<Miden^  bonny 


*  i 
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le  hope  shall  sOjOfhe  fhy  waes  when 
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ar  a  -  wa,'    lassie  . 
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Km       ^  _ 

:+:  Waes -Woes  .Wha-Who 
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Hark!  the  swelling:  bugle  sings  , 

Yielding"  joy  to  thee,  laddie , 
But  the  dolefu'  bugle  brings 

Waefu^  thought  to  me  ,  laddie  ; 
Lanely  .  I  may  climb  the  mountain, 
Lanely  stray  beside  the  fountain, 
Still  the  weary  moments  counting 

"Far  frae  love  and  thee, laddie  : 
O'er  the  gorj  fields  of  war, 

>Vhere  Vengeance  drives  her  crimson  car, 
Thoult  may  be  fa,  frae  me  afar 

And  nane  to  close  thy  ee,  laddie. 


O  resume  thy  wonted  smile  ! 

O  suppress  thy  fear,  lassie! 
Glorious  honour  crowns  the  toil 

That  the  sod«;ershares  lassie  1 
Heav'n  will  shield  thy  faithfu' lover 
Till  the  vengeful  strife  be  over  , 
Then  we'll  nieet,nae  mair  to. sever ? 

Till  the  day  we  die, lassie;  . 
Midst  our  bonny  woods  and  braes  9 
Well  spend  our  peaceful  happy  days, 
As  bly  the^s  yon  lightsome  lamb  that  plays , 
On  Louden's  flowery  le^a,  lassie  . 


Larimetto  e 


THE   SPOTLESS  MAID. 
Sung  by  Mr  Incledon  . 

3" 


Shield . 


La  r ghetto  e 
Grazioso , 


"'"Fa-fall.  Frae-f^oIT^,  E(».eyes^"Tj(*a-until1e<l  ground- grassy  plain 


a  blooming  rose,Which  on  its  native  stem  im-sullyVi  grows  ,Kuti 


IL9 


lydgrows  ,Butif  some  hand  me  fender  stalkh 


S 


J  *>>  -vadesJCTLWis 

hmm0< 

it*  beauty  and  1  ts  col( >ur  fade  s  . 

_j  :  

=J  2 

S3X 

TVhoever  leaves   a  virtuous  Maid  behind, 
Tho'  distant,  still  he  views  her  in  his  mind, 
Reflection  tells  that  absence  must  improve, 
The  dear  delight  of  meeting-  those  we  love 


^  The  half  of  each  Stanza  is  generally  repeated  with  embellishments  and 

various  closes  . 
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THE  RIGHT  END  OF   LIFE  . 
Sung  by  MV  Smith  . 


rirffilfflljlU.Jjjl|n^gaa^B1 

Horns  m  ~^  ,  r> 


Thro9  deserts  we  roam«\et  fat    plenty  we  fmdjWith  a  paunch  jolly    fed  and  a 


good  jolly  mind  j  No  mountains  we  climb;  O'er  no  oceans  we  roll  Carav  ans  tr ading* 
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Sinners  must  payusourToll  the  Toll  _  J"~3~must  pay 


So  even  our  Justice  all  share  the  same  fate  .and 


m 


=6 


eachleavesa  tri  =  *  -fie  to  mend  our  EstatesTobeniceabouttriflesistrifling-and 


mm 


The  Convent  we  scaJe  and  we  find  at  the  shrine,, 

Fat  Friars  and  Pullets  and  flaskets  of  wine, 
Pious  Fathers  !  we  cry*  let  your  care  he  the  soul  I 

Since  you  preach  up  lean  fast,pray  let  us  have  the  Bowl, 
So  pies„  pullets,  and  flaskets,  we  merrily  take , 

While  they  shudder  with  fear  with  laughter  we  shake, 
To  be  njkie  about  trifles  &v . 

vo  .  _   TE  SOJVS  OF  SJVLGV  AJVA  KE  TO  GZO  RT.   ^r QVL1*- 

H^T^rs-r,  B.A.OMeara 


±=± 


Maestoso 


Ye  Sons  of  Spainawaketo 


m 


G  lory ,  Hark  harkwhat  myriads  bid  you  ri  se  Your  Children  wives  andgrandsires  hoar 


'mi 


loa-ry 
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Behold  their  tears  and  hear  their  criesB  ehold  their  tears  atidheartheir  cries  shall  hateful 


tyrants  mischief  breeding*,~Wiith  hireling'  hosts ,  a  ruffian  band,while  peace  &Hborty  lie 


bleeding4  Affrfght&desolatetheland  To  arms^toarms^jebraveThWeng^^iiig's^ordunsheath 
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Repe 

at  Chorus . 

! 

V  ^,  1 

Li.© — .  

March  on     March  on 


hearts  resd  v  A 


Now,  nowtlie  dang-erous  storm  is  rolling 

Which  treacherous  king's  con-fed  rate  raise 
The  dog's  of  war  let  loose  are  how  Uug-, 
And  soon  our  fields  and  cities  blaze: 
Ajnd  shall  we  basely  view  the  ruin. 
While  lawless  force  with g-uil ty  stride, 
I  With  crimes  and  blood  his  hands  embruing* 
Spreads  desolation  far  and  wide . 

To  arms;  to  arms  &c. 


O  Liberty!  can  man  resig-n  thee, 

O  n  ce  having*  felt  thy  g-enerous  f  lame , 
Can  dung-eons,  bars, or  bolts  confine  thee, 

Or  whips  thy  noble  spirit  tame ; 
Too  long*  the  world  has  wept  bewailing-, 

That  falsehoods  dag*g*er  tyrants  wield; 
But  all  their  arts  are  unavailing-, 

For  Freedom  is  our  sword  and  shield . 

To  arms,  to  arms  &c. 


LADIES  LIPS. 


Moderato . 

mm 


48 


D.A.CTMeara/ 
Irish  Melody.) 


T  ho''   ruby  wine  we  prize  .boy  %That  Bacchus  sips^liatBacchus  sips^t  sweeter  Nectar 


r  i  ij.  r 


Jiesboysln  Ladies"  lips  In  Ladies  lips^With honied  rapture flowingttnl^blashilLon 
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-ve  meet  boy  s.B 

e  this  our  toast„b 

e 

this  our  toast  The  lips  that  yield  us 

■i               |   j  j  j 
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l  kiss  the  most,  and  kiss  the  most . 
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When,  lips  like  cherries  g*rowing\ 

First  meet  our  view  _  First &c. 
And  set  our  bosoms  g-lowing*, 

What  should  we  do  _What&c. 
Why  kiss  them!  evn  if  pouting*, 

They  would  repel  —  They  &c 
Tho*'  Loves  advances  flouting*, 

They  like  it  well !  _  They  &c 
While  o'er  our  Bowl  we  meet  boys  . 


Tho*  cares  in  wine  we  dip, boys  , 
Be  sure  of  this      Be  sure  &c. 
Without  sweet  woman's  lip,  boys, 

There  is  no  bliss  There  is  &c. 
Then  fill  your  g*oblets  hig*h,boys, 

No  flinching*  slips  —  No  flinching*  &c. 
The  beauties  in  our  eye„  boys  , 

Here's  Ladies  lips _  Here s  Ladies  &c. 
While  oer  the  Bowl  we  meet  boys  « 


N?  4$. 


TOM    MO  0  D1T  ♦ 
As  sung*  by  Al^*  Incledon  . 


W  Shields 
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staccato. 
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In,  Moderate  time  but  alternately  with  animation  and  dejection 


~  J.  ?]  J. 
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Dejected 


You  all  knewTomMoodythewhipper  in  well Thebelljusi 


K  Reviving*. 


done  tolling' was  honest  Tom's  knell  A  more  able  sportsman  neer  followed  a  Hound  ThroTa 

,  „  1 — ;  ■  ,  dfffffi  <HB1Bf1iffrf^f.ft — fV  . 
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No  Hound  ever  open  d  with  Tom  near  the  wood  Bu  t  he'd  challenge  the  tone  &CGud  t  ell : 


ffi  S  I    I    I    Loi5kLoi5k  J-    1 1  J/ 
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'twas  jrood 
i5r 


AndallwitliattentionwouHeag^rlymaj'kMiieiihecheerdupth^ 


Pack  Hark  to  Rockwood  harkhark 


XrA  all  withai 
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Six  crafty  earth  stoppers  in  Hunters  green  drest 


to  i 

in  earth  made  for 

rest 

stil'd  h 

is  "Old  Soul*  r 

lext  a 

>ym: 


OnM !io*se  forehead  the  brush  of  his  last  Fox  was  rear'd 

(The  death  hollow  introduced) 
Whip  Cap.  Uoots  and  Spurs,  in  a  trophy  were  bound 
And  here  and  there  followH  an  old  straggling*  Hound 
Ah  no  more  at  his  voice  yonder  vales  will  they  trace 
Nor  the  wrekin  resound  his  first  burst  in  the  chace 

Ah  no  &c  [i  A),  f;  t  [V  .,  L  f.-fefcv-pF^-z 

Hig*h  wind  him  and  cross  hi  in  Tallyho  tally  no  tallyho  tallyho 

3 

Thus  Tom  spoke  his  friends  eer  he  g*ave  up  his  breath 
"Since  I  see  youre  resolved  to  be  in  at  the  death 
One  favor  bestow  "'tis  the  last  I  shall  crave 
Give  a  Rattling*  view  hollo-  thrice  over  my  grave 
And  unless  at  that  warning*  I  lift  up  my  head 
My  Boys  you  may  fairly  conclude  T  am  dead? 


Honest  Tom  was  obeyed  and  the  shout  rent  the  sky 
For  evry  voice  joined  in  the  Tallyho  cry 

Honest  Tom  <&c. 
Hig*h  wind  him  and  cross  him  Tallyho  &c.&c. 


N?50.         LOVELY  JEAJST. 

Scotch  Air . 


lo"w~and  with  feeling 
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(Burns) 


r^e^_jl^J^   ®^  a?  the  airts  the  wind  can  blawl  dearly  like  the  west^ 
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For  there  the  bonnielassie lives, The  lass  that  I  loe  best;ThoVild  woods  grow,  and 


1 


J  J.  J'  Hf. 


rivers  row  WTmony  a  hill  between  Baith  day  &nig*ht  my  fancy  sfL'g*ht  Is  ewr^inTyjean 


Airts  points  of  the  compass 

Row          roll . 


Loe  love. 


3g  #  j  r — ^    L    K  t 

•       I  see  her  in  the  dewv  i 
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ir :  I  hear 


3  he  r  in  the  dewy  f  lowr  Sae  lovely,  sweet  &  fair ;  I  hear  her  voice  inilkabird^Wl* 

•  r  r 
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oar;  There  s  not  ahonr 
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g-reen  •  Nor  yet  a  bonny  bird  that  sing's  But  minds  me  of  my  Jean 


i 


Shaw  a  woody  g*rove  by  the  water  side.    Busk  dress  .    Sic— sicken,  such. 


Upon  the  banks  of  flowing-  Clyde , 

The  lasses  busk  them  braw;  * 
But  when  their  best  theyhae  put  on 
My 

Jeanie  dings  them  a-1  • 
In  hamely  weeds  she  far  exceeds 

rhe  fairest  0-the 

tfaith  grave  and  gay  confess  it  sae, 

I  ho  drest  in  russet  gown  . 
Ihe  gamesome  lamb  that  sucks  lt  dam 

M«ir  harmles.  -anna  be; 
*>he  has  nae  fault  fif  «icw  cat) 
Except  her  love  for  me  . 

T  ,  S',a*'khn8- de^  of  clearest  hue 
Is  like  her  shining  een 
1"  shape  and  air,wha  can  compare 
'  my  sweet  lovely  Jean  ?  P 

^en  the  eyes . 

"Weslin  western. 

Fra  muir__  from  moop 
Ae  blink — one  kind  look. 


OWaw  ye  weslin  winds,blaw  saft  1 35 
i    Amang  die  leafy  trees  • 

'  ™'  genUe  breath-f«e  muir  an  dale 
!    «"nghame  the  laden  hees  • 
And  bring  the  lassie  back  tome 
I  hats  aye  sae  neat  and  clean- 
Ae  bhnk  o'  her  wad  banish  care' 

hae  lovely  is  my  Jean 
Wiat  S1ghs  and  vows,  amang.  the  knowes 
Hae  past  atween  us  twa  : 

^  ft  t0/Wet'  W  Wae  to  P^t 
I  hat  day  she  g-aed  awa  1 

1  he  powrs  aboon  can  onJ  ken^ 
To  whom  the  heart  is  seen, 
hat  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 
As  my  sweet  Wely  Jean  , 

ft^rS— *  sma11  round  hillock. 

Atw  een_  between,Twa two: 
Cxaed —  went . 
Aboon —  above. 
Ken — know. 


i  q ff  Written  by     WHEN"  THE  FIRST  BLUSH  OF  3f 0#2VJ2V*G. 

S.Bainbridg-e.  ,  « As  sung- by  Miss  Wenshy  in  Eug-enio^  _  n 

™5h    JVJJ>^A>5--«--  :  w.^WJSJBI^iJB 


When  tlie  first  blush  of  morning-breaks  soft  in  the  sky 


The 


gay  f  Jowr  rs  adorning*  withvermils  rich  dye     Oh  then  may  thy  bosom  a£ 

 ,  •  +  **2  .  ."77*  J  ,  j         r  n  n  rn ,  mn  -4~ 
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fee  _  tio  -  nate       prove  And  in-  stinc  the  _  r]  v 


f  g*ive 


When  at  noontide  is  darting'  the  Suns  fervid  ray 
And  Creations  enjoying*  the  fullness  of  day 
Oht  then  may  thy  bosom  affectionate  prove 
And  instinctively  feel  that  I  g*ive  love  for  love 

3 

When  the  silence  of  evening*  is  stealing*  around 
When  nig*ht  is  advancing*  in  darkness  profound 

Oh  !  then  &e  . 

4 

While  Time  is  pursuing*  (unvaried)  his  way 
'Till  thy  animate  form  shall  be  chill U  into  clay 

So  long*  may  thy  bosom  &c 
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Should 

auJd   acquaintance  b 

e  forg'ot/  And 

never 

^  £  1  1—L 

brought  to  mind  Should 

auld  acquaintance  be  forgot  And 

days        i*ng»  syne? 

J      P  \\~ 

Lang*  Syne.  long*  since,  old  times.    Auld  Old 
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tak  a 


^^^^^^^^^^ 

•    1  •     J  j.     *         VJ*  * 


cup    o"  kindness  yet   for    Aul(\  syne 


m 


We.tvid  hae  run  about  the  braes, 

And  pud  the  g*owans  fine, 
But  rov*d  mony  a  weary  foot  9 

Sin  days  o*  auld  lang*  syne, 

For  auld  Ac. 

3 

TVe  twa  hae  paidlet  in  the  burn 
From  morning*  sun  'till  dine  ; 

But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roard , 
Sin  days      auld  lang*  syne, 

For  auld  Ac. 


And  there  s  a  hand  my  trusty  feire, 
And  g*ies  a  hand  o" thine; 
Well  tak'  a  right  g»ude=willie  waug*ht. 
For  days  on  auld  lang*  syne. 

For  auld  Ac. 
^5  # 
And  surely  you  II  be  your  pint  stoup., 

And  surely  111  be  mine  ; 
"Well  tak'  a  cup  o*  kindness  yet  n 
For  days  o**  auld  Iang*  syne, 

For  auld  Ac. 


Pud  the  g*owans  —  pulled  the  daisies  . 
Paidlet  i**—  play  d  in  shallow  water . 
the  burn 
y  Braid  broad  . 


Feire  .  Fier       brother  or  friend. 

Gude willie       ready  to  g*ive  . 

TVaug*ht  —  a  larg*e  draug-ht . 

*  Stoup  —  a  kind  of  jug-  with  a  handle 


MARV  OF  CASTLE  CAR  Y 

Sung-  by  Miss  Paton.  Scotch  Air 


Ohl  saw  ye  my  weething* 
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1  r-rr-^  N  Ki^=£ 

saw  ye  my  ain  thing*.  Saw  ye  my  true  love 

;>:-,i,.  _»..  «  i  *  '  r  *  v 

dow  n  ony on  lea  Cr  o  s  s d  sh  e  th e  m  eadowye 

-  -     *     -      9         — *  

^  5 
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t       treen  at  the  g,Ioamin.soug'htshethebOTnie\\1iarfJowrst}iehawtreeHeriiai  r  it  is'- 


Yestreen -yesternight .  Gloaming  twilig»ht  . 

Wee -.little.  Burn  burnie  —  water  rivulet. 


141 


TT       TTTI  .1, 


i 


5 


lint  whiteHer  sldnit  is  milk  -white  darkisthe  bjueo'her  saft  rolling-  ee  Red  red  her 


2 

I  saw  your  ain  Mary,  she's  frae  Castle  Cary , 

I  saw  your  ain  true  love  down  in  yon  lea  ! 

Proud  as  her  heart  is  and  modest  her  nature , 

Sweet  v^ere  the  kisses  that  she  g*a*e  to  me  ! 

Sair  gdoomcl  his  dark  brow,  blood  red  his  cheeks  grew, 

Wild  flushed  the  fire  frae  his  red  rolling-  e'e.' 

Yell  rue  sair  this  mornings  your  boasts  and  your  scorning*, 

Defend  ye  fause  fu,  loudly  ye  lie  ! 
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Andantino 
Larg*o 
Express 


'Awa'  wi  beg*uiling*,  cried  the  youth  smiling*  : 
AtT  went  the  bonnet  _  the  lint  white  locks  flee- 
The  belted  plaid  fa'ing*,  her  white  bosom  shawing*, 
Fair  stood  the  maid  wi  the  dark  rolling*  e*e  I 
Is  it  my  wee  thing* .  Is  it  my  ain  thing* . 
Is  it  my  true  love  here  that  I  see  . 
Oh  Jannie  !  forg*i  e  me,  your  heart's  constant  to  me  ; 
Fll  never  mair  wander  dear  laddie  frae  thee  ! 

I'M  WEARIJV  AWA*  J  0  H  1ST  . 

As  sung*  by  Miss  Carew  . 

ggj  an  nn  mjTn  m 
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in  like 

snaw  wreaths  w] 

len  its       thaw    John    I  mi 

r  exP: 


There's    nae      sorrow    there  John  there's  neither  caud  nfer  .  care   John  The 


m 


-      day  is  ay 


fair    John  I    the     land      O*    the  leal 


H 


Leal 
Av 


faithful  — loyal 
of 


I -Our  bonny  bairns  there,  John; 
She  w  as  baith  g*ude  and  fair,  John; 
And  we  grudged  her  sair,  John. 

To  the  land  o  the  leal' 
Sorrows  sel"  wears  past,  John; 


2\ 

Dry  your  g» lis fning1  ee,  .John; 
My  soul  ]ang*s  to  be  free,  John; 
Angels  wink  on  me,  John, 

To  the  land  o  the  leal. 
YeVe  been  lea  and  true*  John; 
Your  task  is  near  done  now*  John:11  And  joys  are  coming*  fast*  John; 
And  111  welcome  you.  John,         jj  Joys  that  will  ay  last,  John, 

To  the  land  o"  the  leal.       '  V  the  land  o  the  leal. 

4 

Fare  ye  weel  my  ain  ,  John; 
This  warlds  care  is  ar  vain.  John; 
Well  meet  and  be  fain  ^  John, 
I"  the  land  o*  the  leal. 
There's  nae  sorrow  there ,  John; 
There  s  nae  cauld  nor  care,  John; 
The  day  is  my  fair ,  John, 

I"  the  land  o'the  leal. 


AL   all  . 

Ain  own  - 

Sel_  self. 


Weel —  well  . 
Fain —  joyful 


Nae       not  any 

Cauld— cold. 


END  of  VOL:  1 


CONTENTS.  34 

fc$*Those  with  Symphonies  8{c.  by  the  Editor,  are  marked  * 


A  boat- 


A  Catch 


Page 
59 


4    A  peep  at  the  Coronation — At  home  in  our  9 

53  *Auld  lang  syne  Shou'd  auld  acquaint.  138 

16    Bartholomew  Fair  Come  bustle  64 

13  ^Beautiful  Boy  -It  was  now  in  winter  32 

15  Beauty  is  a  fleeting  Flow'r — Haste  ye  Fair  60 
7  Britannia  to  Hibernia,  Air  Kitty  of  Colrain  17 
2  *Bunhill  Row  Courtship,  air  Bonny  Laddie  5 
LO  *Cease  your  Funning 
10    C'est  L' Amour  


—  'Twos  Love 

32  *Charlie  is  my  Darling 

£  1    Chit  Chat  Pretty  little  Damsels 

14    Do  re  mi  fa  A  Catch 

33  *Dunois  the  Brave 

8    Faith  I'll  awa>  to  the  Bridal 

George  the  Fourth  Ye  good  Fellows 


12    Give  me  the  sweet  delights  of — A  Catch 
38    Golden  Bee 
36  *Green  grow  the  Rushes  O  ! 
54  *i'm  wearin'  awa'  John 

27  *Kathlane  Macree  Ye  winds  and 

35  *Kelvin  Grove —  Let  us  haste 

48  *  Ladies'  Lips  Tho'  ruby  Wine 

44  *Loudens*  Woods  and  Braes 
14    Love  pleasing  stranger 

50  *Lovely  Jean  Of 1  a  the  airts 

34  *Maid  of  Lodi  A  Glee 

18  *Maiy  think  on  me 


26 
104 
82 
107 
59 
84 
19 
1 
31 
99 
94 
142 
69 
92 
126 
116 
35 
133 
87 
46 


No. 

19  Mary  I  belie  v'd  thee  true 

20  *My  Lodging 

31    O  Bring  me  Wine 
43    Oh  Nothing  in  Life 

1 1    Red  red  Rose  —Oh  my  Love  is 

29    Sally  Solomans  Thro'  ev'ry  Place 

52  *Saw  ye  my  wee  thing — Mary  of  Castle  C 

3    See  Rosa  this  Flow'r 
54  *Scots  wha  hae  wi  Wallace 
45    Spotless  Maid 

*The  Boatie  rows  A  Glee 

The  Cuckoo  When  Daisies 


16 

22 
39 
17 
46 
30 
6 


The  Campbells  arecomin* 

*The  little  Dandy  O  0  when  I  was 

The  right  end  of  Life  Thro1  Deserts 

*TheRose  A  Duet 

Three  cheers  to  the  Man — While  others 
15  *Thy  Charms  are  all  decaying 

42    'Tis  a  Southerly  Wind  A  Catch 

'Tis  Love 
*Tis  the  first  Blush 
Tom  Moody  ■  You  all  knew 


40 
51 
49 
9 


To  the  Race  Course 
37  *To  the  row  dow  dow 
5  *  We're  a'Noddin 

2 1  *  What  are  ye  at  /  came  to  Town 

28  *What  a  Beauty—  When  I  was 

47    Ye  Sons  of  Spain 


Page 
49 
51 
78 
112 
28 
74 
140 
7 
142 
118 
40 
56 
102 
44 
120 
77 
14 
38 
111 
104 
136 
129 
22 
96 
12 
53 
74 
123 


A  Catalogue  of  E.  Woodwards  Compositions 

To  be  had  of  the  Author,  18  Pottergate  Street,  Norwich ;  and  at  all  Music  Sellers, 


POUR  LES  HEURES  DE  LOISIR,  (Op.  13  ) 
No.  1,  Georgiana—  A  Divertimo,    Pb.  3s.  Od. 

2,  Vittoria — Span.  Air — var.  Acc.  2  6 

3,  "Ah  can  I  e'er  forget" — var  2  6 
ORYTHIA— Air,  Fantasia,  (Op.  11)  2  0 
CAPRICE  (Op.  6) 

LES  SIX  NYMPHS,  with  Int.  Pr.  (Op  10) 
1,  Labella  Emma — 2,  Margaietta) 
3,  Agnes — 4,  Louisa —  >  each  1  6 

5,  Ellen — 6,  Annie  ) 

CONVIVIAL  AIRS,  with  Variations 

1,  Beautiful  Boy — 2,  Coronation — each  1  0 

3,  Jerry  Smart  1  6 
FAMILIAR  RONDOS    (Op.  8) 

1,  Helvetia— 2,  Euphrasia— 3,  Emelie,  ea,  1 

4,  Gustavus  Vasa?  with  He's  aye  a  1 

5,  Mrs.  Mc.  Leor!,  &  Airs— 6,  Miss  Ray  ea.l 
7,  Evelina — Prelude  1 

FRENCH  AIRS,  as  easy  Lessons. 

I  f  C'est  L'  Amour  2,  Gentille  Annette,  ea.  1 

1,  "Warriors  and  Chiefs"  (Op.  14)  Bass  So.  2 

2,  "When  Venus  thron'd  Alto  Song  2 


'  w  .  w  u    u   '"J,  mm 

Earl  of  Westmeath's  Gr.  March  and  Quadr.  1 
Pietschmann's  Waltzes,  1 
Ditto  Quadrilles  1 


DUETS,  Grand  March  (Op.  4)  Pa. 
Scotia,  Containing  "Scotch  Gr.  March") 
"My  Lodging",  "Scotch  Hornpipe"  J 
A  la  fois,  "Spanish  Air",  "Pursuit  of 
Love",  "Kathlane  Macree", 
S&ell  the  full  Chorus,    Solomon  1 
SACRED.    FOR  ORGAN,  OR  PIANO-FOTRE. 
ODES,  Peace,  (Op.  5)  Is 
Mullingar, /or  Easter — Christian  Race,  ea. 
Harleston,  Fermoy, — For  Christmas, 
Carrick,  "What  hath  God  wrought?" 
Brooke,    For  Sacrement, 

HYMNS  &  PSALMS,  Omnipotence, 

Invocation — Tipnor — Bosra — Dovercourt 
— Messina — Witford — Crook's  Place — 
Templemoor — Effusion — Roscrea — Tron- 
gate — Yaxley — Whit  w  ell. 


6c 
0 

6 
0 

6c 
9 
0 
0 
6 


Convivial  Companion ;  or,  Vocal  llarmonistieon, 
Vol.  1st,  in  Boards,  9s.  or  in  18  Sixpenny  Num- 
bers one  or  more  of  which  may  be  had  at  the  op- 
tion of  the  Purchaser 

WOODWARD'S  SACRED  HARMONY, 
Published  in  Fourpenny,  and  Sixpenny  Numbers. 


NORW1CII,  Printed,  by  N.  STEWARDSON,  at  the  Royal  Apo  lo  Press,  Magdalen  Stf.eet. 


IB 

■i 


fill 


HD 

mB&gg, 

mm 


